                  Chapter 23: The Wedding

In the Morning....

        I was up at the very edge of the bed my eyes were still red from last night. I felt light-headed. The maid was rushing around the room going corner to corner picking up and fixing things while continuing to mumble words I couldn’t understand. I looked up at her still tired and feeling a little bit dizzy. “What did you say?”
        The maid looked at me surprised. “Aren’t you even a bit worried about your wedding today?”
        My eyes shot open. “What?!” I yelled suddenly awake.
        “It starts in 5 hours your highness. You must--” But just then the same ladies from yesterday with the measuring tools walked in. Some were holding make-up kits, some were holding cases, and two of them held a gorgeous white gown.
        I looked at it amazed. The dress was beautiful! The maid rushed me off the bed and had me sit on the chair in front of my dresser. That was when the ladies started to grab hold of my hair and place their make-up its in front of me. Am I really going to go through with this?

*************************************************************

        “ZIDANE!,” Baku yelled slamming the door open to his room.
        Zidane sat on a wooden chair with the back side in between his legs and continued to stare out the window. He rested his chin on his crossed arms that laid on the top of the chair. His tail swung left to right brushing the wooden floor.
        Baku stared at him with fury. He then stomped his way over to Zidane. “ZIDANE WHERE WERE YOU LAST NIGHT?!”
        But Zidane just continued to stare out the window.
        “DON’T CHA EVEN CARE?!”
        Zidane continued to ignore Baku pretending he didn’t hear him.
        “DON’T YOU IGNORE ME BOY!,” Baku yelled holding his fist up to Zidane’s head. Baku got ready to throw that fist at him but Zidane spoke up.
        “What’s the use...,” Zidane said with a frown. “I’m only one person in this world with no meaning in life...”
        Baku slowly put his fist down in confusion. “What’re ya talkin’ ‘bout, boy?”
        “All I was suppose to do was bring her back home. It’s not like I’m getting paid for doing extra,” Zidane said turning his head so that he laid his right cheek on his crossed arms. He gazed at the wall deep into thought.
        “Stop talkin’ crazy!,” Baku said shock that Zidane said such a thing. “Weren’t you the one that didn’t want her to marry Rellion in the first place?”
        Zidane didn’t answered.
        “So don’t be giving me that crap!,” Baku exclaimed. “Out of all the people I never thought I would see ya give up so easily...”
        Zidane still didn’t answer.
        Baku sighed and slowly made his way towards the door but before leaving he turned around to face Zidane again. “To the world you may be one person but to one person you mean the world. Just to let you know...”
        Zidane shot his head up in amazement. He turned to speak to Baku but he was already gone.

*************************************************************

        I had my wedding gown on and I had to admit I looked gorgeous in it. The ladies did a great job. As I was deep in thought I couldn’t help but remember the first time Zidane and I met...
        (Flashback)
        My face then turned red as he stared at me. Zidane leaned forward towards me and stared straight into my eye’s.
        “You have nice glittery eye’s,” he explained.
        “Th-Tha-,” Zidane interrupted my sentence.
        “But your face is red. You look like a pig!”
        “Oh yeah! W-Well, you look like a monkey with that tail,” I shot back at him.
        “Take that back you scumbag!,” Zidane yelled back at me.
        (End of Flashback)
        I gave out a small laugh as a tear ran down my cheek before another flashback appeared....
        (Flashback)
        I turned around to see... Zidane! I brought my hand down and the rock fell out of my hand. I was still crying so I turned away from him. I didn’t want him to see me like this! But with his finger he moved my face back around so that we were eye to eye.
        I couldn’t help but to cry even more. I didn’t know what to do! His eyes were just calling me.
        “ZIDANE...!,” I yelled as I jumped into his arms. Zidane’s eyes widened in shock. I embraced him tight and cried on his shoulder. He wrapped his arms around my waist and held me close.
        (End Of Flashback)
        I didn’t know why these flashbacks were appearing. But more tears came storming down. Before I knew it another flashback appeared...
        (Flashback)
        “I-I’m sorry!,” Zidane said. I got token back a little. “I don’t know! But I guess I-I was a little... jealous.”
        I was going to speak but he just continued. “I shouldn’t have left you! If I knew this was going to happen I would have stayed with you. I‘m really sorry! Man I feel really stupid!”
        I just smiled and leaned forward and kissed Zidane on his cheek. His face was so red. He looked at me stunned. He laid his hand against the cheek I kissed him on.
        (End Of Flashback)
        “Yes, yes I know what your trying to tell me but...he’s not the same person,” I said not talking to anybody particular. I tried wiping tears away but it was no use because more would only appear. But yet another flashback appeared...
        (Flashback)
        “I hate this... All of this...,” I mumbled to my self lifting my head a little bit to see my reflection in the water. I began to cry even more. “It’s NOT fair... I hate my life... I should as well end it. What’s the point of living if you lost everything...”
        “Not everything,” I heard a voice speak from behind me.
        I lifted my head up with my eyes wide opened in shock. I slowly closed them and stood up from the ground slowly not turning to see who it was. I turned my head toward the voice with tears still leaking out of my eyes. As soon as I saw the one person that the voice in my head told me was never going to come back for me my eyes started to water more.
        “Missed me?,” Zidane asked shrugging his shoulders with that grin I thought I would never see again.
        I ran towards him and threw myself on him hugging him with all the strength I had left inside of me. “Yes! Yes! I missed you,” I called as he caught me in his arms.
        “I missed you too...,” he whispered back to me in my ear.
        I continued to cry on his shoulder. “I thought you abandoned me.” I continued to cry.
        “I promised you remember...did you forget?,” he asked letting me cry on his shoulder.
        “Of course not,” I pulled away from him. “I just...I just...thought you wouldn’t come in time. I should of known better then to assume like that I’m sorry.”
        “Don’t be,” Zidane said shaking his head and staring at me. “I should be the one sorry.” he said pulling me back into his arms.
        (End Of Flashback)
        “Zidane you idiot...,” I mumbled. I quickly whipped my tears away when a lady came into the room.
        “My highness are you ready?,” the lady asked.
        “Just a few more minutes please,” I answered. She nodded her head and turned to leave.
        When she was gone I turned back to the mirror and frowned. I grabbed the bail from behind my head and flipped it over, so it covered my face with it‘s white see-through material.
        “From now on...I am no longer Missy but Queen of Deltoran.”

*************************************************************

        “I’ll go and tell Zidane that he needs to clean the dock today,” Blank told Marcus who just nodded his head. Blank walked down the stairs into the hall way and walked up to one of the doors. Blank knocked on the door.
        “Hey, Zidane it’s your turn to clean the docks today...,” Blank waited for Zidane’s reply. But their was nothing. “Zidane did you hear me?”
        Still their was no reply. Blank then turned the knob and pushed the door open. “Zidane--”
        The room was empty. The bed sheets and pillowcases were taken off, no where to be seen. Blank walked into the room to check if Zidane was hiding. Blank came upon the open window to see the pillowcases and bed sheets that he thought was missing, tied all together making a rope leading down to the ground from the window.
        Blank quickly ran out of the room and ran into the hallway to see Baku coming down the staircase.
        “BOSS!,” Blank called. Blank stopped in front of Baku inhaling deeply. “Zi-Zidane is missing.”
        “I know,” Baku answered calmly.
        “Where did he go?,” Blank asked.
        “To the castle,” Baku answered.
        “Why did he leave through the window?,” Blank asked still trying to catch his breath.
        “He probably didn’t want us to interfere,” Baku explained.
        “Why does he have to be so stubborn,” Blank asked crossing his arms across his chest. “So are we going to go?”
        “Of course. I just had to make sure he left before we did,” Baku said with a grin. “Go and call Marcus and the rest of the gang.”

*************************************************************

        Zidane came to a stop after seeing two guards blocking the entrance. “No one’s going to stop me this time...” Zidane ran towards the guards and stopped in front of them.
        “Do you have an invitation?,” the guard asked.
        “No. I wasn’t invited,” Zidane grinned.
        “Then what are you doing here?,” the taller guard asked.
        “I’m here to kidnap the soon-to-be-queen,” Zidane answered calmly.
        The guards held their spears up to Zidane’s neck. “Don’t move.”
        Zidane smirked. “If you don’t want to get hurt I suggest you move a side.”
        The guards started to laugh. “I don’t think you noticed the position your in,” the guards exclaimed holding their spears up to his neck.
        Within one second Zidane had his daggers out and sliced both of the spears, slicing the spears into two pieces. The part of the spear the guards were holding out fell to the ground. The guards starred at Zidane in horror as he put his daggers back into the slots.
        Zidane walked in between the guards and pushed the doors opened. The guards dropped the sliced spears they were holding and decided to run.

*************************************************************

        I walked down the red carpet with a bouquet. I walked step by step as the song “Brautchor” was played on the piano. I saw Rellion in his tuxedo smiling on the stand next to the priest. Their were about hundreds of people there watching me walk down the alley. We were in the flower garden where the sun was able to shine. Tears were still streaming down my face but no one could really tell since I had the bail over my face.
        I bit down on my bottom lip as I grew closer to the stage Rellion stood on. I saw people in the crowd smiling and some even crying.
        The red rose petals the flower girl threw down blended in with the red carpet. I heard people whispering “How beautiful.” I didn’t know if they were talking about me or the wedding itself.
        I didn’t want to marry Rellion. I hated him with all my might. But if I wanted a happy life I had to get along with Rellion. Even though I hated to admit it but...Rellion’s my husband now. But...
        More tears started to form. I walked up the few steps leading to the stage. I walked onto the stage next to Rellion. We turned to face each other. He gave out a smile and said “I love you.”
        I gulped and tried to sound cheerful. “I love you too.”
        The priest then started to introduce the wedding, “We are gathered here today to celebrate...”

*************************************************************

        “Hey what are you doing here?” a guard asked running over towards Zidane. “No one’s allowed to enter this part of the castle. The rule book says--”
        Zidane punched the guard across his face sending him sliding on the tile. “Back off.”
        Zidane was planning to run towards the door leading to the outside garden but three guards jumped in front of him with their swords and spears. Zidane turned around to see a dozen guards running from all sides, surrounding him.
        “Shit,” Zidane cursed. He stood in his fighting stance as the guards held out their weapons. Zidane gave out a small growl, pissed. “I HAVE to get into that wedding.”
        “Not without an invitation you won’t,” a guard answered.

***************************************************************

        “Would you please face each other and join hands,” the priest asked.
        Rellion grabbed onto my hands and I held onto his. He stared down at me with that same smile, trying to convince the people in the crowd he was actually in love.
        “Rellion do you take Missy to be your wife to love, honor, cherish and protect her, forsaking all others and holding only to her forevermore?”
        “I do,” Rellion answered staring at me through the bail I had on.
        “And Missy do you take Rellion as your husband to love, honor, cherish and protect him, forsaking all others and holding only to him forevermore?” the priest asked turning towards me.
        A few sobs were heard from beneath my bail. I hesitated but answered calmly, “I do.”

*************************************************************

        “With an invitation or no invitation I’m getting into that wedding,” Zidane said firmly.
        “Hmp. Too bad your going to be killed for attempting to ruin the wedding,” one of the guards threatened.
        “So be it,” Zidane answered drawing out his daggers.
        The guards started to charge for him but stopped when they heard yells from behind them.
        “YYYYYAAAAHHHHH!!!!!,” Cinna yelled as he held his hammer up high and knocked one of the guards out with it. Marcus and Blank jumped in between the circle joining Zidane.
        “What are you guys doing here?!” Zidane asked.
        “You didn’t think we were going to let you have all the fun,” Blank said grinning back at Zidane.
        “All right which one of you Rustalots wants to go first?,” Marcus asked glaring at the people with their metal, rusted suits on.
        “Get’em!!,” One of the guards shouted. The dozen’s of guards swung their spears and swords around only to be blocked by Zidane’s daggers, blank’s sword, Marcus’s sword or Cinna’s hammer.
        Zidane was able to knock a couple of guards out with his own fist but used his daggers when he had to block himself. Zidane elbowed a guard in the back of his head and kneed another guard in the face.

*************************************************************

        “I Rellion take thee Missy, to be my wife. To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, for richer or for poorer, and I promise my love to you forevermore.” Rellion slid the diamond ring onto my ring finger.
        “Now repeat the same words,” the priest told me as I grabbed the ring off the pillow the ring barrier was holding and grabbed Rellions left hand. “I Missy...,” I paused. “take thee Rellion, to be my husband. To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, for richer or for poorer, and I promise my love to you forevermore.” I slid the diamond ring onto Rellions ring finger.

*************************************************************

        More guards kept on appearing. Zidane kicked a guard in the stomach sending that guard backwards knocking down the other pair of guards behind him. Zidane stopped and grabbed onto his knees to take in more breaths but got interrupted when a guard tried to attack him from the back. Zidane blocked the guards sword with his dagger and was able to knock the sword out of his hands. He then sent the guard to the wall with his fist.

*************************************************************

        “Should there be anyone who has cause why this couple should not be united in marriage, they must speak now or forever hold their peace.”
        I turned my head towards the crowd, gazing at them with my teary eyes. My heart was pounding. I stared out at the crowd nervously. Everyone stayed seated. No one spoke up. I looked around for the sight of Zidane but frowned when no one objected. The priest then continued the ceremony.

*************************************************************

        “Hurry Zidane go. We’ll take care of them,” Marcus said blocking a guard with his sword.
        Zidane turned towards them, “Are you sure?”
        “YES! NOW GO,” Blank yelled knocking another guard unconscious.
        Zidane ran for the doors. He slammed the doors opened to see over hundreds of people seated. A couple of heads turned towards him when he slammed the doors. He followed the red carpet down the stairs and ran through the alley making heads turn as soon as he ran pass them. “WAIT!,” he cried. But only the heads around him was able to hear him.
        “I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride,” Zidane heard the priest announce.

*************************************************************

        Rellion reached for my bail and flipped it over my head revealing my face. I stared up at him as he drew me closer. My heart started to pound harder then before.
        I saw Rellion close his eyes and I followed soon after. He’s my husband now and there's nothing I can do about it. I kept my eyes closed before I felt something press against my lips.

*************************************************************

        Zidane stumbled a little after finally reaching the steps leading up to the stage. Zidane lifted up his head after the stumble but just froze in place. He stood at the bottom of the steps watching Rellion and Missy share a kiss.
        Rellion and I pulled away from each other after the kiss. I stared up at Rellion to see what his reaction to my kiss was but Rellion stared at the bottom of the stage with a smirk.
        I turned towards the direction he was staring at and felt a chill run down my back when I realized it was Zidane. I dropped the bouquet I was holding in shock. He stood there just staring up at us.
        Everyone was silent including Rellion.
        I turned my body towards Zidane. I didn’t know what to say. My mind was blank. I was glad he showed up, but I was also hesitate to even look at him. Part of me was still mad at him, but the other part said to just forgive him. “...Zidan---”
        Zidane stared at me with horror. “MISSY!!,” he yelled.
        “heh. heh. Missed me?,” the figure asked. He stood behind Missy and had his hand stabbed through her stomach. A tear ran down her face before her eyes was left lifeless. The figure withdrew his hand from her stomach staining her white gown with fresh blood. Missy’s lifeless body collapsed to the ground with a thud not moving at all.
        “MMMMIIIISSSSSSSSSSSSYYYY!!!!!!”

